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Bombay for the purpose of getting a Pakistan visa while ia
Delhi.
The officials were quite amiable* They waggled their
heads and caressed their beards fondly as I discussed the
situation; but they insisted upon my filling up an intermin-
able form. When the last entry had been made, the senior
of the three decided that after all, it would be necessary for
me to produce my passport; so the airport bus was held
up while my suitcase was retrieved from it and I rummaged
through the contents. To crown it all, not one of the trio
bothered to look inside the passport when I did return
with it.
It was only when we were driving into Delhi that it dawned
on me that all the confusion could have been side-stepped.
There was nobody to ensure that passengers did report to
the police for checking. Had I simply walked out of the
building and taken my place in the bus, no one would have
been the wiser. Of course, there is a chance that the police
eventually compare their reports with the passenger lists,
but their manner did not suggest any excess of enthusiasm.
What with the contrast between the requirements of the
airport and the non-requirements at the railway stations,
together with the lackadaisical methods adopted at the
former, there would seem to be a good case for either
applying the regulations and warning visitors of their
existence, or scrapping them altogether. Why check air
travellers and not railway passengers ?